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One/One 


Author's Notes: 
Jeez, this is all Nicky\'s fault! 


Incidentally, this fic was partly inspired by this video, it\'s Zico in America in 2006, when they were recording 


the album. If you keep an eye on it at 130, you\'ll see the comment | mean... 


Enjoy! 
No Hoper Boy 


Los Angeles, and he couldn't believe they were here. 


The air smelt of exhaust fumes and hot concrete and asphalt softening in the parking lot - not a car park, not 
back home now boy - the streets thronged with the beautiful and the burned and the paranoid. God, he loved 
it here. 


Familiar sounds drifted out to his ears from the studio next door, and he felt the dry air catch on his cheeks 
as he smiled to himself. 


Not only were they here, in LA, recording their album at a studio he'd read about and fantasised about but 
guess who was next door? Next door to them, rehearsing and arguing. Making mistakes that'd had Oli snorting 
with amusement, and Long (whilst on the obligatory cigarette break) roll his eyes and shake his greasy fringe 
with that slow, lopsided smile. 
Play it cool, nobody wants to see you being a fanboy. 
Not here, not now. 
Nevertheless, the sounds of QOTSA fucking it up in the room next door broadened the grin. 

v% 
Oli had the camera out, and the three of them whispered and grinned at the sounds that stumbled from the 
next door studio. He had - luckily, as it transpired - switched the thing off and had it dangled by his side when 
Chris shook his head, looked up at the sky and announced: 


"You'd think they'd have cracked it by now, wouldn't you?" 


Long spotted movement out of the corner of his eye, and nudged Oli surreptitiously. A familiar redhead had 
emerged from the other studio, a face like thunder behind the cigarette puffed so furiously to life. 


"| mean," he continued blithely, attracting the attention of the man standing no more than twelve feet away, 


"they've been doin’ it long enough. They sound like a right bunch of fucking amateurs--" 
Paul never even saw Josh move, but all of a sudden he was there, the back of Chris’ neck between his fingers. 


"Whoal" yelped Oli, and began to step forward; Paul grabbed his arm, swayed him back. He'd heard stories, and 
getting in the way of an enraged Josh Homme was not, he knew, a good idea 


"What did you say, you little shit?" snarled the man, and even Oli seemed to be lost for words. 


"| mean - fuck! Ow! Leggo!" 


"Fucking punk," muttered Josh, and switched to using his other hand. He buried it deep in Chris‘ waves, and 
without so much as a glance at the other two turned and marched away. Chris had no choice but to go too, it 


was that or lose his hair. 


Oli, open mouthed, watched their friend dragged away - protesting loudly, but achieving nothing - then turned 
to Long with raised eyebrows. 


"Whoops," said Long, and took another drag of his cigarette. 


~ Ke 


"Ah, sorry to disturb you guys, but.. have you any idea where Josh took our friend?" 


Troy's eyes lit up when he spotted Long, head rather nervously poked around the door, and he beckoned the 


younger man in with a smile. 
"No idea, but knowing Josh they could be some time. Why don't you come in and..?" 


Long sidled into the room, carried away on Troy's wave of excited chatter. Joey leaned on his kit, quirked one 


side of his mouth up into a half smile, trust the Troy-toy to pick the pretty one. 
That being said, of course-- 
"Long? Long? Where's - oh, hi." 


Joey cocked his head and smiled at the third man, who fidgeted in the doorway with a worried expression 


crumpled into his features. 
"Hi. You with this guy?" 


Oli bobbed his head, frizzy curls bouncing, and stepped closer to the kit. "Yeah. We're next door, and Josh 
dragged Chris off--" 


"Chris?" 

Oli flicked a glance at Long, now chuckling at something Troy had said to him over in the far corner of the 
studio. He explained who they were and where they were from, and by the time he'd finished the two men had 
made their way outside, eyes twisted half shut against the burn of the afternoon glare. Joey snorted. 


"Josh could be a while." he mused, and Oli all but danced on the tips of his toes with frustration. 


"But we have work to do!" he wailed, and the other man chuckled. 


"Relax, kid. Hey, you wanna go get a beer?" 

"But--" 

"Studio'll still be here tomorrow." 

Oli opened his mouth, then shut it again with a snap. 

"Sure," he subsided with a sigh, and followed Joey into their own studio to inform the producer that work was 
cancelled for the afternoon. By the time they strolled back into the blast furnace of fumes that was the slow 
slide of afternoon into evening Troy and Long were waiting for them, the older guy all but fluttering his 


eyelashes up at Paul. 


"Josh likes to take his time," he said, and leaned on Long. He just tipped his head on one side, and the slow smile 


he bestowed on the other man brought a shine to his cheeks that had Joey and Oli both rolling their eyes. 
"Drummers," sniffed Troy, and the four men set out to find somewhere shady, and beer. 

~ Kew 
Chris had lost track of where he was; he'd been dragged halfway round the studio complex (or so it felt), and 
having your head shaken hard enough to rip hair out by the roots could be a somewhat disorientating 
experience. 
A knee in the back and he fell, sprawled across cold tile. 
"Jesus, | just said--" 


Josh kicked him. Chris curled up, breath ripped out to puff across the floor, any further words scattered with 
it to whistle into nothingness. 


"Punk kid," said the other man, lazily. 


Chris didn't reply, too busy getting his knees under him and making a heroic effort to force air back into his 
lungs. Bastard was strong; that had hurt 


Footsteps echoed around him, and he kept his head down; it felt like cowardice, hunched on his knees in this - 
bathroom? - but anything to stop the mad fucker kicking him again. He didn't know what he'd done to deserve 
this, exactly, but-- 


"Think you know it all," Josh drawled, and Chris flinched when the tap of feet approached him, stopped. "Get up." 


Chris uncurled, breath still jabbing him in the side every time his ribcage flexed. He hoped nothing was broken. 


Josh waited, hipshot, a little smile playing around the corner of his mouth. Blue eyes glittered, and from the 


glances Chris shot that way from under his fringe he could see malice written there. 
He was in trouble. 
"Look, I'm sorry," he wheezed, finally persuading his aching spine to straighten. "Whatever | said--" 


Josh stepped forward, slapped him across the cheek; it wasn't hard enough to flatten him, but hard enough to 
sting. He did it again, contact of calloused palm enough to redden his cheek, send him stumbling back. 


The cold edge of a washbasin snapped at his kidneys, and he knew his eyes had gone wide. 
"You fucking know," growled Josh, and from the slow smile that crossed his face Chris knew he'd heard him 
swallow. "You fucking know what you said," he continued, and the malice had congealed in his gaze, become 


something a great deal.. darker. 


Cold curled low in Chris' gut, and he had a nasty suspicion that whatever was going to happen next he wasn't 
going to like it. 


‘lm sorry-—" 
"Fucking right you're sorry," and now the tone was all business, "on your knees." 
"| - what?" 


Wrong thing to say. Josh's hand shot out, curled around the back of his neck and yanked. He found himself 


dragged forward, staggered a pace into the solid body to push his nose into a warm, hard shoulder. 


Josh smelled of sweat, of hard work Of the desert, and aftershave, and something that curled about and bit 
at Chris' lashes hard enough to bring tears to his eyes. Of desire. 


"You can figure it out, smart boy like you," murmured Josh, dipping his head so that his breath washed warm 


across Chris' ear, "or have | got to fuck you to get the point across?" 


He couldn't help it; the way that word leered at him hit a nerve, a sore spot deep inside that Chris had pretty 
much forgotten about. But there it was and Josh had hit the wrong button and he fought, twisted his body to 
one side and slapped the big body away. A crack and his hip would bear the bruise from that washbasin, hands 
up to defend himself he struggled, fought the grip that he couldn't quite shake. 


A pinch on the back of his neck and another kick and he reeled, staggered to one side to carom from a stall 


door and down again, this time his sneakers scrabbling for a grip on the tile. 


Josh laughed, a good humoured sound that - under other circumstances - would have made him smile; it was 


a cheerful noise, totally out of place in this cold bathroom that stank of sweat and fear. 


"Bad memories, huh kid?" said Josh, and Chris found himself dragged up and thrown against the wall. He must 
have banged his head at some point during the struggle, because time had slowed down and sound rang oddly in 
his ears, distortion turned up to eleven and fuzzed to boot. 


The wall was cold under his hands. Cold, and rough; where Josh pinned his thin wrists to the gritty surface he 
could feel it bite, but couldn't find the strength to pull away. 


He tried, though, when the other hand found its way down to his belt buckle. He tried so hard, bucked and 
swore between gritted teeth; the laughter from behind him mocked, and only paused when that wicked, dirty 


mouth found his shoulder or his neck to draw his blood. 
And then it got worse. 


More kicks, this time to his ankles; he staggered, only the hard grip on his wrists holding him up. Pressure in 
his back, a broad chest shoved hard against his shoulders. Cold air on his ass, then heat again, a sharp sound, 
phlegmy and harsh, then slick and wet. 


Then the pain, and he arched his spine, flung his head back and ground his teeth hard enough to shatter them 
to dust, or so it felt. His head connected with Josh's shoulder, and the breathless laugh from the other man 
coloured with delight at the movement that would have appeared to be affection had it been observed. 


God. no. 


"God, yes," hissed breath in his ear, a spray of hot saliva making him jerk and twist away. Harder now, the 
force applied from behind jamming his hips against the roughness of the whitewashed concrete, a grind that 
left slices of his skin and reddened smear of his blood to mark the spot. 


He didn't feel it end; all that registered in Chris‘ mind was the cessation of pressure, a slide of something vile 
down his legs. His hands were his own, and the whisper of cold air against his back told him that he'd been 
released. 


He fell back, tipped sideways, vomited for a hundred years. 


After the century had passed he had to try and stand; not easy, that, what with the horror and the bang on 


the head and the adrenaline hanging around in his system-- 


And someone was laughing at him. 


Slowly, and oh it hurt so, he wobbled his head up and peered through the scruffy fringe, streaked eyeliner 
blackened the skin around green eyes and he saw Josh. Perched on a washbasin, smoking a cigarette, grinning. 


At him. Hugely amused. 
"You fucker," he croaked. 


"Got that right,” said Josh, and flicked his cigarette end to bounce from Chris' forehead. "C'mon kid, get cleaned 


up. Least | can do is buy you dinner. And a beer. You drink beer?" 


His brain had broken, that had to be it. That had to be why he just pulled himself upright, wiped the back of 


his hand across his eyes, nodded. Splashed cold water across his face, and followed Josh from the bathroom. 

~ Kew 
By the time Oli and Long arrived back at the studio - worried about their friend's non-return all night, even 
through their brace of monumental hangovers - Chris had been there for a while. He lounged in one of the 
plastic patio chairs, curled up into a ball of limbs from which a long arm occasionally emerged to tap ash from 
his cigarette into the bowl on the table. He wore sunglasses and moved stiffly, but it was him. 
"Where you been?" asked Oli, dragging out a chair before he plopped into it, tipping his head to try and peer 
into Chris' face. "What happened? Where'd you go? We were worried about you, you prick, you couldn't have 
called? You look like shit, by the way." 
Long took a third chair, lit a cigarette of his own and watched. 
"lm OK," said Chris, when Oli had run out of words. Then he took his glasses off, and Long whistled; he had a 
black eye and several bruises on his face, a puffy lip and a split over the eye that promised such a colourful 
recovery. His nose ring caught the gleam of sunshine when he tilted his head, took a last drag on his cigarette 
and stubbed it out. 
"Fucking hell," said Oli, and Chris shrugged. 
"Work to do. Come on boys," he said, and staggered to his feet. Oli caught his arm, steadied him. 
"Hey, are you sure you're OK? We can take a day--" 


Chris pulled away, didn't meet anyone's eye. 


"Nah, we've wasted enough time. Anyway," he said, and began to make his way inside, "what happened to you 
guys? You look like shit" 


“Troy and Joey happened," grumbled Oli, and Long trailed after the pair. "Fucking hell, what a night - those guys 


know some clubs you wouldn't believe...” 
"And Oli can still taste Mexican," smirked Long, and Chris snorted. 
"Can't leave you two alone for five minutes, can |?" 


The sound of their bickering was cut off by the breathy sweep of the door's automatic closure, and the car 
park was left to the ghost of stale cigarette smoke, and the heat of the morning in LA. 


~ Fin ~ 


